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waving with yellow corn — and the lofty hills always green. 
The abode of M'Carthy was the strangest I ever beheld ! 
It would have puzzled our best modern builders to deter- 
mine to what order of architecture it might belong — 
and a net-work of some shining yellow material covered 
the roof. On one side lay a large lake, stored, as I was 
informed, with rare fish*— on the other, were gardens 
filled with curious trans- Atlantic productions, and enclosed 
by lofty walls of very strange workmanship — between 
stretched a long avenue, paved with immense stones, on 
each side of which two large parties, vassals and depen- 
dants of the chieftain's doubtless, were drawn up in war- 
like array and fierce attitude. The chiefs of these sin- 
gled out in midway to oppose each other like the ancient 
knights of chivalry at tilt and tournay. They were the 
wildest combatants the imagination can conceive. The 
weapons which they clashed in playful combat were fal- 
cated and sharp-pointed. Beards as white as snow, and 
of considerable length, depended from their chins, and 
the shaggy hides of some wild mountain animals, enve- 
loped their bodies. M'Carthy was at dinner ; and he 
reclined, after the oriental fashion, at his repast, on a 
green couch — green, I understand, is the national colour. 
He sat alone — for the princes of the land, from time im- 
memorial, deigned not to sit at table with their inferiors. 
His lady and daughters occupied a place below him on 
the floor.t This fashion, I have been told, prevails in all 
the East, and these proud islanders trace down their de- 
scent from some Scythian or Tartar invaders that landed 
on the coast more than three thousand years ago. Beyond 
these, towards the door of the apartment, a train of 
dependants waited, till their liege lord should dine, for the 
fragments of the feast. Such a table as McCarthy's was 
never seen in the palace of the kings of Great Britain ; 
this might seem exaggerated, only that I can testify on 
oath that the united wealth of London would not pur- 
chase the legs on which it rested ; and what greatly ex- 
cited my surprise, and showed the extravagant pride of 
these semi-barbarous Irish was, that, when at dinner, he 
flung the napkin in which he wiped his fingers into the 
fire. You might tax your poor servant with vanity were 
T to recount my hospitable reception — the high honours 
paid me — how I dined with M*Carthy himself, and had a 
new and rare bed fitted up for my reception, though I 
tarried at his mansion but one night. In conclusion, I 
shall say, that Mr. M'Carthy 's hints respecting the great- 
ness of his ancestors are totally different from the real 
truth of his father's circumstances, and that I have given 
but a faint outline of what fell under my observation." 

Mr. Wilson, convinced of the young man's high descent, 
gave him his fair daughter in marriage ; and the faithful 
messenger, for obvious reasons, was ever after honoured 
with the special confidence and unbounded friendship of 
Phelim M'Carthy. E. W. 



THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL. 

Sir — The following beautiful lines were given to me in 
manuscript, in the year 1825, by the brother of an officer 
in the second regiment of Life Guards, having been com- 
posed on the funeral of a soldier in that regiment. As to 
who was the author, or whether they appeared in a news- 
paper at the above period, I cannot exactly say ; but, at 
all events, allow me to hope, that their high poetic merit, 
(approved as the verses have been by the late Mrs. He- 
mans,) may claim for them a place in the pages of your 
admirable miscellany. G. H. P. 

Newcomen Terra.ce> North Strand* 

'Twas done — the veteran's mortal race was o*er : 
I stood to watch the burial of the brave, 

• In Kerry are large lakes on the tops of lofty mountains, 
stored with a rare species of trout, that never rise to a fly. 

f In the wild districts of Kerry and Cork through which I 
have passed, I have generally observed all the females eat 
•part from the males ofl the same family. It is a strong pre- 

luoyrtto ttat m wwfan taougtu this custom from, the East. 



And trace the sad procession, as it bore 
A friend and comrade to his humble grave. 

Upon the coffin's sable lid they plac'd 

His gleaming helmet, and his battle blade 3 

And slow behind his raven charger pac'd, 
'Reft of the hand whose rule he once obeyed. 

His mien was like an orphan child's, whose mind 
Is yet too young a parent's loss to know, 

Yet, conscious of a change, appears to find 
A strange importance in his weeds of woe. 

No voice of sorrow swelled upon the air — 
No orphan's shriek to agonize the soul ; 

But o'er each warrior's iron visage there, 
Fearless and stern, majestic sadness stole. 

I did not weep : but when his comrades spoke, 
And told how soon the stately warrior fell — 

How short his sufferings, and how quick the stroke 
That laid him low— I felt my bosom swell. 

For death is welcome, oft, when slow decay, 
At length, has triumph'd o'er each healing art ; 

But all whom heav'n less kindly sweeps away, 
Inflict a sterner lesson on the heart. 

And fairer forms may sink into the tomb, 
As if they merely sought a happier clime; 

And beauty's fragrant grace and hectic bloom 
Seem flowers predestin'd for the scythe of time. 

But yesterday in manly strength he stood, 
Powerful as those who now support his bie^ 

As if some sterner chance of field or flood, 
Death-shot or steel, were all he had to fear. 

And could that ancient charger speak, to tell 
The toils and triumphs of the fields he shar'd, 

He might relate that there, where myriads fell, 
And death was most unsparing, he was sparM — 

Spar'd from the conflict, where his tow'ring crest 
Had floated o'er the closing squadrons' throngs 

Within his native land to sink to rest, 
And be the subject of an idle song. 




EAST WINDOW OF THE COLLEGIATE CHUKCH, 
YOUGHAL. 

(See the first page.) 
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